Still, for all its f laws, the novel, like Wasserstein's plays, manages to be an enjoyable enough diversion, with special appeal, needless to say, for the female contingent. Indeed, Wasserstein may be credited with having started that whole expanse of popular, feminist-inf lected entertainments devoted to chronicling the woes of the contemporary woman who has been told she should have it all but somehow always comes up short. Moreover, Wasserstein's work is in general crisper and more astute than that of her latterday imitators (compare a typical episode of the TV hit Desperate Housewives), and even this novel yields a concise, if modest, insight.
The point of Elements of Style is not just the old truism that wealth fails to buy happiness; it is that the exorbitant wealth of recent decades buys even less. Clarice muses on how much happier her life might have been if she had married a man willing to help run the chain of supermarkets built up by her Italianimmigrant father: "the pressure to always be the best might have been less intense." Most of the characters have similar glimmers, wondering from their chilly pinnacles if human existence might not have been warmer and more accommodating on one of the ridges below.
As in Tom Wolfe's Bonfire of the Vanities, members of the preceding generation are held out as an altogether finer species. Francesca's father, Abraham, now far gone into senility, came to America as a child, f lew a plane in World War II, achieved success in business, headed a happy family. Samantha's plasticsurgeon husband Charlie recalls his own father, a hard-working Nebraska doctor who often treated patients without charge. Even Samantha's crusty forebears come out well, having never been concerned with who had money and who did not. All these salt-of-the-earth types, still recognizably Jewish or Italian or WASP, knew who they were and who they were not, and lived by something more than the photo spreads in Town and Country.
Wasserstein once described herself as a "New York playwright liberal," adding, however, that because "the politics of the theater . . . often involves an attack on the right wing," the more challenging task lay in puncturing the pretensions of liberals to be "the good guys." In Elements of Style, a post-feminist, post-liberal novel, America's most privileged denizens are free to invent themselves as they please; what they invent often turns out to be mean, petty, selfish, trivial, unreliable, fraudulent, or downright repulsive, and they know it; and they have no one to blame but themselves. No wonder the world of their fathers is looking good again.
Wendy Wasserstein was onto something interesting, and potentially fruitful. Whether she would have worked it out had she lived is impossible to say, but it is a pity we will not get to see her try. since left journalism but remains in the Chinese capital as the chief representative of Pearson, the FT's owner.) Not only did he visit China's growing metropolises, stay in its backwater towns, and walk through its muddy fields, he also traveled to locales elsewhere in the world, including in the United States and Europe, that have been significantly affected, in most cases for the worse, by China's rapid industrialization.
The Big Red One
"The world," Kynge writes, "has never had to deal with such a large, cheap, and versatile workforce joining the global economy in such a short period of time." Inevitably, then, decisions made in Beijing have an impact not only on the Chinese but on the rest of us as well. In places like Rockford, Illinois and Dortmund, Germany, workers have lost their livelihoods, neighborhoods have shriveled, and established businesses have failed. Indonesians, Burmese, Central Africans, and Russians are systematically cutting down rain forests and boreal woodlands to meet the insatiable Chinese demand for timber and pulp. China's appetite for soy has resulted in the clearing of the Amazon for farmland at an alarming rate. Chinese industry airmails to us pollutants that hover over New England and mercury that settles into our soil.
From some viewpoints, China thus seems unstoppable and invincible. When seen close-up, however, it appears subject to crippling vulnerabilities. Kynge reports that Beijing needs to generate 24 million jobs annually for the impoverished peasants moving to its cities, the workers let go by ailing state enterprises, and the young entering the labor force. To keep up its torrid pace, it has mortgaged much of the nation's future, accumulating bad debts in the fragile banking system, distorting the economy with misconceived incentives, and degrading the environment. Economically, "the country is beset by profound frailties." Yet China's profoundest weaknesses are not economic in nature. During the course of its rule, the Communist party has subverted traditional norms and destroyed trust among the Chinese people. Kynge captures China's social disintegration with the story of Qi Yuling, a peasant from northeastern Shandong province. Qi's parents wanted her to escape an arduous village life through education. So it was good news when, at age seventeen, she learned that she had passed her entrance exam for a technical college in a nearby city. But then she was informed that there had been a mistake; in fact, she had failed to get into college.
Having missed her only opportunity to better her life, Qi was consigned to menial labor in field and factory. Eventually, however, she found out that a branch director of the prestigious Bank of China in another city bore the same name as hers. Curious, she visited the branch and on the bulletin board came upon a photo of the director: it was an old classmate, Chen Xiaoqi, identified as Qi Yuling.
It subsequently emerged that Chen's father, a Communist-party official in charge of Qi's village, had purloined Qi's examination certificate, either bribing or threatening school officials to keep quiet about the theft-and-substitution. Even Chen's husband may not have known the real identity of the woman he married. When, having learned of the deception, Qi's parents complained, Chen's father hired thugs to seek out family members and beat them. Although Qi would eventually receive token compensation, she has remained poor and uneducated to this day.
Kynge believes that a pattern of such arbitrary actions by local officials has contributed to the breakdown of stability across the country. The number of civilian protests-"mass incidents," in the lingo of the Ministry of Public Security-is soaring. In 2004, the Chinese government acknowledged a total of 74,000, up from about 10,000 a decade earlier, and by 2005 the total had grown to 87,000. China may be shaking the world, but the Chinese people are simultaneously shaking China from within.
Is it possible for us to get along with such an unstable behemoth? This is the critical question with which Kynge ends his book. He gives more than one answer. From the beginnings of the People's Republic, the Chinese government has gone to great lengths to cultivate, stage-manage, and manipulate its relationships with foreigners. A great show of outward friendliness hides longstanding Chinese feelings of both superiority and acute wariness. At home, as a result of the deliberate inculcation of anti-foreign views, the regime now runs the risk of becoming captive to the ugly nationalism of its young.
To be sure, there are moderating inf luences. The principal one in Kynge's view is that the Chinese realize they need the West's good will and support if their country is going to develop further. From this perspective, he notes, "A key question for the future is not so much how China's rise will affect the world, but to what extent the world will allow China to continue its ascent." So long as China keeps this piece of Western leverage in mind, he thinks the worst can be avoided. Treating many of the same topics covered by Kynge, it is the work of Minxin Pei, a scholar born in China and now affiliated with the Carnegie Endowment in Washington.
If China Shakes the World
Pei's China is unequivocally a stagnating and even fraying giant, one that has progressed just about as far as it can go within the current oneparty system. The Chinese Communists, basking in a sense of security and confidence thanks to the country's economic success, see little need to change. As a consequence, and despite much talk of public reform, the party has lost much of its vitality, becoming essentially incapable of reinvigorating itself.
As Pei sees it, big trouble looms. Continued progress toward a more modern economy will require the establishment of a true rule of law, which in turn will require "institutional curbs" on governmental action. These two limitations on power are incompatible with the party's insistence on dominating society. So
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Bestselling author David Limbaugh has the Democrats by the short hairsand quotes them to devastating effect-as a party that is bereft of ideas and has sold its soul.
Bankrupt lays bare the gamut of Democratic moral and intellectual bankruptcy-from liberal activist judges who want to rewrite the Constitution, to left-wing moral relativists who want to overturn traditional morality in the name of liberal "values," to unrepentant left-wing racism, to economic ideas that are no more than tired class warfare.
If you want the dirt on the Democrats-and all in their own self-damning words-here it is. In sobering detail, Bankrupt highlights the dangers of what a Democratic resurgence could mean for America.
Available in bookstores everywhere or by calling 1-888-219-4747
Please mention priority code CR36/C6964 But as its attention-grabbing title suggests, Crunchy Cons aspires to be more than just an alarm bell, or a call to arms for conservatives in the traditionalist, Burkean mold. Dreher also seeks to claim ownership of ideological real estate that the modern Right has ceded to the beaded Left: environmentalism, pastoralism, and-yes-the organicfood movement. If that puts Dreher at odds with mainstream Republicans, he does not mind. "It is impossible," he writes, "to be truly conservative nowadays without being consciously countercultural."
On the surface, crunchy cons, the term Dreher uses to describe himself and others of like mind, seem to resemble garden-variety hippies. Both groups go in for food fads, venerate nature, and cast a suspicious eye at large corporations and modern technology. The major difference lies in the source of their convictions. Crunchy conservatism is grounded in religion, and applies what Dreher calls a "sacramental" approach to constructing the good life. This does not necessarily entail being personally religious; but, at the very least, a crunchy conservative would concur with Jesus that "man cannot live by bread alone."
To view the world sacramentallythe word appears often in Crunchy Cons-is to regard both objects and human actions as "vessels containing or transmitting ideals." Once soil,
